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westwards in front of us along the course the Penola had
followed an hour ago, but in the opposite direction. Once
more we danced and capered on the snow slope like maniacs.
" They must see us," we told each other. " They'll have
a look-out on every quarter. They're bound to see us."
It seemed impossible that she should miss us but she turned
to the north away from our beach. Her long low shape
became a triangle which dwindled steadily and remorselessly
upon the horizon. She too vanished into the morning
sky.
We paced the snow-covered beach singly and in silence,
chewing upon our own private wrath and disappointment.
From the upturned boat to the end of the beach where the
Weddell seals lay sleeping on their shelf of snow in comfort-
able indifference. Back again to the upturned boat. From
the boat to the low ice cliffs beneath the promontory where
our flag, dyed with penguins' blood, still fluttered vainly
from its pole. And back again to the boat. The snow was
soon trampled by our separate and individual trampings
back and forth. Each time I returned to the boat in this
dreary promenade, my mind dark with a gloom of its own
making, the boy ran towards me, crunching through the
snow in his heavy sea-boots.
" I say, sir.   D'you think they'll find us, sir? "
" I hope so."
" D'you think they'll search the beaches? "
"I'm sure they will."
" They won't miss this one, will they, sir? "
" Not if they do the job properly."
" D'you think they'll do it proper? "
" Why not? "
" I dunno."
And 1 went on with my march up and down and with my
own thoughts, leaving him staring at the now empty sea,
his face that was once pink and round now thin and
blackened with ten days' grime.